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FEHR'S
BEER
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Made Since 1872
Sold At All
First-class Dealers

(Classified a ds lc p er wor d for
ea ch inser ti on; minimum rate
25c) .
W anted: Som eone to r emind
me w h en I h ave a 7 : 30 oclock
Ec. class so I w on't forget to
meet it. 13-13-tc. H a rold Puckett .
Wan ted: Some car dealers to
he lp me decide what kind of ca r
I want. 2-6-3c.
Wanted: An apar t m en t in an
ideal location w h ere ever ythin g
is furnish ed but work. 7-6-pc. Mr.
and Mrs. Silas Prewitt.
Exch ange :
W ill
exch a n ge
dancing lessons fo r bridge lessons, 2-10-p. Buelah Buisse.
Exchange : Will trade golf lessons for tips on attaining a m agnetic personality. 7-16-2tc.
Wanted: Someone to br ing test
questions . to class on t h e morn ing of the final examinations.
2-10-p. Uncle Alec's Algebra
Class.
Exchange : Will exchange golf
lessons for a course in penma n ship. Gresham Houghland.
"What do you do for a living?"
"I paint men and women."
" Ah, a portrait painter."
" I 0, a specialist. I paint 'Men'
on one door and '\Vomen' on the
other."
"Do you think a girl should
learn about life before twenty?"
" :-\0, that's too large a crowd."
The absent-minded professor
who sent his wife to the bank
and kissed his money good-bye
wasn't so blamed absent-minded
at that.

"On the Square"

FRAN K

CLASSIFIED ADS

The BUKY is published each month
during the colleg'e year except July and
August in the interests of the students
of the Bowling Green Business University
and Western Kentucky Teachers College.

"Who was that lady I seen you
eating with last n ight?"
"That was no lady, that was
my knife."

Local subscriptions, seventy-five cents
a year. Single copies, ten cents. For
the remaining three issues of this year
twenty-five cents for subscriptions.

A college student wrote to his
father:
"Dear Father, I am
broke, and have no friends. What
shall I do?"
His fther's answer:
"Make
friends at once."-Log.

Foreign subscriptions, one dollar a year.
All business communications and contributions, manuscripts and drawings
should be addressed to THE BUKY,
1027 State Street, Bowling Green, Kentucky.

Long-winded Lecturer: If I
talked too long, it's because I
haven't my watch with me and
there isn't a clock in the hall.
Student: Yes, but there's a callendar behind you.-Phoenix.
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Dedicated To Irvin S. Cobb
Ke ntucky Humorist

round. Having spent the whole
of my present incarnation in
America, I am able to advise you
of the existing conditions a nd
customs you will find here. I am
an authority on spices. I gained
my vast knowledge of spices by
a constant perusal of the "Spicy
Magazines'. I am also fam iliar
with nuts, in fact, I am the star
boarder of the "nut house" of
my home town. My chief claim
to fame in regard to nuts, however, is my rendition of the word
itself. I can utter it with the
right amount of fe~ling on any
occasion. Then too, I have read
that admirable poem that goes
. . . And Columbus spake, "Sail
on, sail on and ' on and on and
on" ... (and far into the night).
So you see I know the proper
poetic procedure for your expedition.
As to my adventureous character, knowledge of the exploration
of America (I made "A" in Am.
Hist. once.) and 1;1y radical
theory of roundivity and space,
I refer you to:
Mr. Joe Blow,
1776 Liberty St.
Windy ton, Ky.

Admiral Richard E. Byrd,
Freezum, Little America:
If you desire a personal inter-yiew I will be g lad to meet you
III the "outer regions" of the
"lower regions."
Yours very truly,
Goofy.
She:
"A woman's physical
charms are her chief weapons in
the battle of love."
He: "Well, one thing is sure.
You will never be arrested
dearie, for carrying concealed
weapons. "

1492 Ferdinand Street,
Isabella, Kentucky
Mr. Christopher Columbus
Kings Court,
Seville, Spain.
My Dear Mr. Columbus:
I have been informed by very
reliable
authorities
(Muzzey,
American History, Vol. I) that
you are planning an expedition; I
also understand that the purpose
of the expedition is to find a new
route to India, and at the same

time to prove the world to be
round. I only recently learned of
this plan. I am hastening to apply for the position of technical
adviser on spices, nuts and ways
and means of sailing around the
world.
I have had considerable experience in scientific matters of
this sort. I have proven conclusively (in a five volume series)
my astounding theory of the
roundivity of the circle; so, I
feel competent to prove the earth

This little piggy went to market
This little piggy stayed home· '
This little piggy said, "~ui, O~i!"
And that's why she never stays
home.
.
A couple of rounders were s itting in a barroom imbibing cocktails. Presently one of them remarked: "Do you know, Bill, I
think I'll buy this hotel."
"Wait till we've had a few
more drinks," said Bill, "and I'll
sell it to you."
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THEY'D MET BEFORE
He was standing on the corner of College and Fifteenth
waiting for the R.O.T.C. cadet to
let him cross. He was tall and
dark, and the ensemble of his
features was handsome. His dress
was impeccable. And his name
was Ted.
Indifferently he watched the
traffic and the people. As his gaze
shifted, he thought he recognized
a young woman on the opposite
side of the street in front of the
Tip Top. She came on to the
corner, paused 'til the "soljer
boy" let her cross and then came
on. "Why, its Marie,' he muttered. "Sure, its Marie." The
woman came on toward him, seeing no one, just walking. "Hello
Marie.' She turned her head toward him, edging away slightly.
Her expression was puzzled.
"I can see you don't even renlember me," the man said. "I'm
Ted Richards."
"No" said the woman, and her
lips o'pened into a smile. "Not
Ted ?"
"Yes, I'm Ted. "
They stood still there in the
street, staring at each other, the
man with a half smile, the woman puzzled and serious.
"I never expected to see you
again," she said. "It's a long
time, isn't it?"
"Yes, it's almost ten years.
That's a pretty long time."
"I can't get over the way you
look."
"Why?"
"I just can't believe it. I can
hardly believe you're Ted, even
now."
"I'm the same Ted," he replied,
laughing. "Still, this is very
queer, isn't it?"
A sudden honking of horns
made them aware that they were
standing in the street. Ted took
her arm, and they hurried to the
sidewalk.
"Let's go somewhere and talk,"
he said; "I'd like to talk over
some of the old times."
Surely, .:red. Where shall we
go?"
"I know a place-the Western
Lunch Room-block down the

P16R18H8
(Western '39)
street where we can be alone.
L et's go there."
When he had sat down facing
her, she regarded him with a
mixture of glumness and amazement, while his own attitude continued to be cheerful . .. ''I'm certainly glad to see you again,
Marie," he told her. ''I've thought
of you so much-only the other
day."
His voice was cultured and
well-modulated, she noticed; and
his whole appearance was that
of a successful, well-groomed
young man.
"I suppose you're married," he
began.
"No," she said, sighing, "not
married. How about you?"
"Still single," he laughed. "Just
another old bachelor, I guess. "
"Don't talk nonsense. Where
are you living now?"
"Here in Bowling Green. And
you?"
"Oh, I'm teaching in the old
home town-Smith's Grove. Just
came up for the fair . . .
'It's hard to realize that we two
are talking together again. It's
almost like a dream."
"Yes," he said in a quiet voice.
"It does seem strange. I didn't
expect that we'd ever see each
other again. And now that we've
met, I think you 'should tell me."
"About why I
?"
He nodded. There was no trace
of melancholy or reproach in his
expression, but only curiosity.
"I never knew," he added.
"All right. I'll tell you, Ted, and
I'm glad of this chance to face
you and clear it up. You can
know that I'm ashamed of myself and feel like a fooL"
Ten years before, when Ted
was twenty-two and Marie younger still, these same two were attending Western. They were
sweethearts, engaged to be married. Everyone said it was an
ideal love match. Marie was the
most popular girl on the campus.
Ted was a football hero.
After a long time, a vague un-

easiness came over Marie, slowly
at first, then increasing. She began to be disturbed and unhappy
in her mind. She found herself
worrying and asking a wordless
question. And the question was
always the same, namely: "Can
you live and be happy with a
poor football player for a husband? Ted will never amount to
anything."
That was the problem that
grew in Marie's mind and gnawed
at her day and night. Ted's father
was a poor merchant in a small
town. Ted himself was indifferent, carefree, unambitious. As the
father is now, she thought, so
the son will be tomorrow.
Marie was ambitious. For several generations her family had
been the acknowledged leaders in
their local community. They had
wealth and pOSition in a smalltown way. Her grandfather had
been a well-known and respected
colonel in the Civil War and her
father a Kentucky Colonel. She
knew that she would never be
able to stand an obscure husband.
Then without a word of explanation she broke off their engagement, refusing to see Ted again.
For a while, Ted was almost
crushed. Immediately after graduation he left the state, went to
Podunk, then to law school,
where he graduated with honors
three years later. He came back
to Bowling Green and became a
junior partner in an old and reliable law firm. And now he was
one of the most successful young
lawyers in the city. Everyone predicted for him a brilliant future.
Now, sitting in a small cafe,
facing this same Ted, Marie reviewed her past as she looked at
him grimly.
"I made a mistake, Ted," she
said slowly. "Ours was a love affair in a million, sweet and
friendly, and perfect, and I ruined
it with my foolish fears. "
They sat for at least an hour,
chatting of the past, and her
eyes were never off his face.
"Ted," she said at length, with
deep feeling, "it isn't too late .
If you still feel
(Continued on Next Page)
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- Courtesy "The Towers"

He looked at her gently and
shook his head.
"I'm afraid," he said, "that marriage is not for us now , --Marie.
We had happiness, but we open ed
the door and th e blue bird fl ew
away. The world changes, times
<change, and we change wit h
them."
"Ted," she pleaded, "it was all
my fault, my stupidity. I . . . "
He continued to shake hi s
head. For a long tim e th ey w er 2
silent. At five o'clock, h e said:
"Marie, I'm afraid I'll have to be
going. I have an engagem en t for

dinn er with some old fri en ds and
I'll have to dress."
"W ell , I'm certainl y gla d t o
have seen you again ," sh e said ,
an d tri ed to smil e. Th ey passed
o ut into th e street wh er e t h ey
had m et and stood for some mom ents in silence.
"I hope this isn 't goodby e, " sh e
muttered. "If I had only known
what I know now! "
"Don't be so serious , Mari e Life
is fill ed with mistakes. I'll s ee
you again, certainly."
"But wh er e ?"
"Oh, Chicago, New York, Lon-

don ,
perha ps. W e'r e
simply
bound to m eet again."
His manner was airy now, as if
to ch eer h er. H e bade her a farew ell with a gay smile and hurri ed away, land Mari e moved
slowly back to h er ho tel to dress
for dinner. She w ent up to her
room, feeling depressed, rang the
bell and ordered ice water. She
th en stood at the window, watching the traffic b elow, seeing
nothing. Outside in th e corridor,
(Continued on Page Ten
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FRESHMAN DAZE
September 14.-Finally decided
to go to college. Ma took the
news like a little lady-she only
cried on about a dozen different
occasions. She keeps me busy taking out all the red flannels, woolen socks, cookies, and cakes she
keeps putting in my suit case. I
do believe that if I didn't keep a
close watch she'd slip in some of
my baby toys. She still thinks I'm
a baby.
September 16.-Left home today. The parting was fairly moist.
I impressed all the passengers on
the train with my nonchalant,
collegiate manner. I started to
learn to smoke but the cigar made
me dizzy. I got a room today.
September 17.-Some funny
people here. My rqommate told
me to get up early so we could
be registered. I got up at 4: 30
a.m. but by heck! they call 7
o'clock early.
I went up to the schoolhouse
(there is a bunch of houses on
a big hill and every dang one of
them is bigger than the Rabbit
Ridge Schoolhouse) . I asked a
fellow with a "w" on his sweater
where to go to be registered and
he told me to go the gold post.
I like to never found it. There
were two or three schoolhouses
with tall white posts but none
with gold posts. I finally found it,
but it didn't have gold posts atall.
They were only concrete. I went
in there and a feller hollered out,
"What'll it be, Freshman, I have
sweets for the sweet, pickles for
the pickled, crackers for the
cracked and nuts for the nuts. I
also have Lemon Sours for sour
souls, frozen custard for frosty
cusses, and sundaes for every
day in the week."
I said, "How'd you know I was
a Freshman?"
"Oh, your grandfather told me
you were coming. No. I just
guessed it. What's your name? I
bet it's Abner," he answered.
"My name's Hiram Ball,' I told
him.
"Oh, see youre ~. High-ball."
Everybody laughed, but I didn't
see anything funny except that I
decided that fellow had sent me
to the wrong place. I followed

CFrom L ittle Hi r am's Diar y)

some boys and got in the right
place at last. I took one of them
Intelligence tests. I got lost going
back home and like to have never
found my house. They were just
eating dinner and I was so excited that I forgot to take off my
cap, but several thoughtful people reminded me.
Sept. 18-Got registered today.
It's been a tough day. We registered at place called Phiz Ed (I
guess it's named after a fellow
named Phiz Ed, but it sounds like
a funny name to me. Worse than
mine). Everybody was running
around with a few little cards in
their hands; so, I ask ed a boy
what was I to do. He told me to
get a catalogue but I told him I
didn't want to order anything.
He said, "Where you from?"
"Rabbit Ridge," I answered. H e
just looked at m e kinda funny
and said, " Oh I see.'
After he had gone away I went
down to the place where you get
them cards. I got a catalogue (it
didn't look like a Sears and Roebuck catalogue) and the girl
asked me something about credit
but I shore got her told. They
can't say I got in on f"!redit for
l paid cash. She just said Freshman and turned away.
I won a prize once for learning
the state constitution; so , I
thought I'd take some history.
The history man asked me,
"What kind of history do you
want, Am. or foreign? "
"It doesn't make any difference

with me. It's all foreign to me,"
I r eplied. A fellow called Dean
lle3.rd us talking and said to the
history man, "Sign him up for
Am. 100 We'll make an experiment of him. If he can be educated then we'll know that anything can." I guess Pap will be
pretty pleased when he finds out
that I'm gonna be an example to
t.he rest of them. Well , I signed
up for just about everything but
th ey made me drop part of them.
Sept. 20-1 have had the
dangest time today. I got all
mixed up in my classes. I couldn't
keep all of them R. H., S. H.,O. H.
and stuff straight. At seven thirty
I went to what a fellow told me
was S H. I stayed there a whole
period and when the class was
over the teacher told us the text
book would be, Applied Dressmaking. I thought it was funny
that there were no boys in that
class. I left there and went to my
history class. I got in the right
class that time alright. But when
the t eacher called my name and
said Mr. Ball I didn't answer for
I didn 't think he meant me. So
after he got through the roll I
'Said. "You didn't call my name,
t eacher. "
"Why I called your name Mr.
Ball," he said.
Then you meant me when you
said Mr. Ball. Why you don't have
to call me Mr., I replied.
" Class excused," he yelled.
I had the worst time in R.O.T.C
though. I don't think I'll make a
soldier. At the class the man in
charge gave us a rifle and told
us we would have a good snappy
drill. We did., by heck. He came
up to me and like to scared me
out of my pants, which were
kinda oversize anyway, when he
yelled, ' 'Where's the balance of
your rifle?" Well, not knowing
that the balance was the middle
of the rifle, I quavered, "I
thought I had it all.' Well by
keeping behind a fat boy I managed to get by until "We were going back to the gym. The man
hollered, "The guide is left. I
naturally turned to see where he
(Continued on Page Ten)
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"Robbery By Proxy "
Old "Honest Hymie," York
burst into the Yorkville city jail.
He brust past the Desk Sergeant
as if he were not there. He did
not condescend to give the policemen, who were lounging
about the room, even a glance.
He strode majestically to the door
lettered "Chief of Police," jerked
it open and disappeared inside.
He towered over the chief and
let loose a deluge. The words
were pouring out like water over
Niagria. He was giving vent to
his feelings of the (in his opinion) nincoompoop Police Force
of Yorkville in no uncertain
terms. He was plainly fed up on
the way they were running their
business.
"Why it's preposterous! Keeping my son here on a trumped
up charge like the robbery of old
Williams' one-horse bank. You
know darn well it is a cock and
bull story they planned so Williams would beat me out of
the election next week. He's been
scheming to do that for twenty
years but my well known honesty
and the fact that I have the interest of the public at heart has
always been too much for him.
But if he makes this charge
against Johnny stick it will just
about ruin me with the voters
and he kn'0ws that. His party wili
use this to ruin the reputation
of Johnny and myself."
"I think I understand," answered the chief," but the evidence against Johnny is sufficient to force us to hold him.
Personally, I don't think he did
it either, but that is for the law
to decide and I'm afraid that a
jury that the prosecuting attorney will pick will find it to be
rather damaging against Johnny.
You know we have two witnesses
who saw him in the bank and
Officer McCown caught him leaving the bank by the back window."
Angrily
Hymie
interrupted
him. "Yes, but look who they are.
Those two ex-convicts, Johnson
and Elliot. Both have served time
for robbery and you can bank on
it that once a thief always a
thief. They are merely hirelincys
of Williams even thoqgh they a~e

A SJlOrt, Short Story
Amos Stone, Western '38

supposedly
going
straight.
Johnny just now told me the
truth of the matter. He was coming home about one-thirty and
as he passed the bank he saw a
light flicker in the back of the
bank. He thought the bank was
on fire and decided to go around
to investigate. He found the back
window open and started to climb
in and just as he got his head in
something hit the back of his
head and knocked him out cold.
He didn't know how long he was
unconscious but when he came
to he started to climb back out
the window and jumped into the
arms of McCown, who had just
come running up with Johnson
and Elliott. Johnson and his darn
buddy had told the officer that
someone was in the bank. But
I'll bet you anything that they
were the ones who hit Johnny.
And being hirelings of Williams
they saw a perfect way to make
Johnny and myself the goats."
"Nevertheless,"
replied
the
chief, "unless the real robbers are
caught and brought to justice it
looks rather cloudy for Johnny."
Old Hymie turned dazedly and
stumbled out of the chief's office
as if he were shocked at the
dumbness and pig-headness of
some people. He walked slowly
out to his automobile and got in.
He slid the car out into the maze
of traffic and drove absentmindedly-lost deep in thought.
He had gone three or four blocks
when his face visibly brightened
and he swung the car to the right
at the next corner. Now he drove
toward a certain destination. He
proceeded on until he came t'0 a
stop before a building with a
dirty faded sign "Green Dragon."
He got out and went inside. He
spoke bruskly to an attendant
and in a few minutes a tall, dark
murderous looking fellow came
over to him. Hymie talked rapidly to him for a few minutes while
the man made some notations in
a small notebook. Hymie gave
the fellow some money and left-

apparently in a better mood.
That night as Elliot was going
down the street to his rooming
house it was almost dark as he
had worked late. The str~et was
deserted except f'0r Elliot and a
long black automobile that was
parked directly ahead of him. The
automobile had a rather sinister
look as if it were a long black
hearse. All the curtains were
drawn and the motor was softly
purring like a huge contented
cat.
As Elliot came alongside he
kept one eye warily cocked toward the auto and kept to his
side of the sidewalk but still he
was too slow to escape the
masked figure that sprang out
and ja,mmed a gun in his ribs and
growled in a low guttural voice
:'Alright mug, hop in. You're go~
mg on a long journey."
He backed Elliot into the rear
seat and climbed in beside him
keeping the gun pressed against
Elliot all the while. Without a
word the driver darted down the
street and in a few minutes they
were roaring out the highway.
ot another word was spoken
until they came to a standstill
away out in the gloomy shadows
of a deserted country road.
Then the man with the gun
turned to Elliot, "Listen, fellow
and better pay attention 'cause
if you don't you are gonna be
among the missing.
ow you're
gonna sign a confession to that
robbery of Williams' bank with
you and Johnson taking full
blame '0r I'm gonna get me some
target practice."
"But I didn't do that, honest.
We really saw Johnny York in
the bank. I'm going straight
now," quavered Elliott.
"Well, you either sign that confession or else. If you do Old
York won't give it to the police
until tomorrow but otherwise

"
He left the rest unsaid but
Elliot knew what he meant. It
would be another of those unsolved gangster murders or even
if it was solved it wouldn't help
(Continued on Page Ten)
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Mending Department
NOTE: Because of r epeated demand for a love-lorn and advice
bureau we have decided to establish one in dear old Buky.
Anyone wishing advice or consolation concerning their love affairs address their letters to Norothy Nix in care of the Buky, 1027
State Street, and the matter will
be taken care of as promptly as
possible. Due to limited space in
the Buky all letters will not be
published or answered but the
urgent ones WILL be taken care
of.
News travels fast and we have
already begun receiving letters
asking for advice-some to which
we shall reply this month.
Dear Miss Nix:
I am in love with a boy who
has no money, but my people want me to marry an old man
who has thousands. What shall
I do?
Very truly yours,
Ima Darn Fool
Dear Ima:
Marry the man you love, and
send me the name and address
of the .fellow who has the
nloney."
Norothy Nix

·.)

Dear Norothy:
My boy friend persists in having dates with other girls. All of
my friends tell me that I am
beautiful and attractive, I can
not understand. He plays the saxaphone and eats peanuts. I have
never let him kiss me, should I?
Sweet Sixteen
Dear Sweet Sixteen:
Do you ever read the ads in
magazines. Of course I know that
your friend needs some one to
accompany him on his 'saxaphone. You should have peanuts
at your home for him to - eat
when he comes to see you. Since
he is a saxaphone player, I would
say yes. But on second thought,
since he is a saxaphone player, I
would say no.
Jorothy
ix

orothy Nix
Dear Miss ix:
"Bull" Allais took me to a
dance two weeks ago. I don't
know what I did to offend him,
but he hasn't asked me for a date
since then. What should I do?
Anxiously,
Wanta Mann
Dear Wanta:
Thank heaven.
Norothy Nix

Dear Miss Nix:
I have never had many dates
until this year. Unfortunately
here at the B. U. all the girls go
for me. I find that I have no time
for my lessons. Five nights a
week I have dates, the other two
my best girl and I spend studying.
What would you advise me to do,
Fred Herman

Dear Fred Herman:
Studies are only necessary evils
in colleges. No one who is in the
know ever cracks a book. I can't
understand why you spend two
nights studying with your best
girl. Maybe I didn't get the allusion, in that case I am sure it is
all right. May I tell you that a
college is just an expensive school
of matrimony. Stuq,ying is hard
on the eyes too.
I orothy Nix

Dear Miss Nix.
I am a new student at Western.
I am 24, considered tall, dark, and
handsome. I drive my own car. In
fact, I am considered quite an
eligible young man. I mn very
anxious to meet some lovely
young girl with whom I can fall
in love. What would you advise
me to do? I am sorta shy around
the opposite sex, and as a result
I am lonesome. Please help me.
Discontented Luke

Dear Discontented Luke:
It shouldn't be hard for one of
your qualities, including the CAR
to have good luck in finding the
right girl.

I would advise you to look
around, especially in the library
after seven p. m. each day ; study
the different girls you come in
contact with; cultivate a few
friends of the opposite sex; smile
on them when you see them in
the halls, and before you are
conscious of the fact, you will
have found the girl of your
d:ream, or at least, one who will
keep you from being lonesome.
Try aU these things and inform
me as to your success.
Sincerely,
Norothy Nix

A Contrapuntal Imperfecto
Perfected Ulti matel y
(Dedicated to Dr. D. West Richards)
CHARLIE RUNYA..lIJ (Western '38)
The Tenors smoked, the Basses joked.
And Richards he got sore.
If I knew who, I'm telling you,
You'd surely sing no more.
The dressing rooms were full of smokeAnd you should understand,
By now you boys should truly know
You can't fool a Welshman.
A smile upon his face did glowNow boys I'm telling you
Unless this concert is a go,
May God be helping you.
Old Kelly cried with heavy tone,
Now Glee Club, listen well.
Your lanterns look like Paul Revere'sYour whole stage looks like H- l."
"Now Kelly's right," cried Doc Richards
Corroborating KellyDoc's eyes flashed fire as much as had
Old Byron, Keats or Shelly.
All right, Elizabeth, he criedNow Tenors keep your pitch,
For scores of men are waiting now
To take your little niche.
Speaking for me and all the club,
We would not trade him for
Ten thousand Scotchmen or a Pole,
Or Ivan S. Skivor.
I'll just admit the club is "it"But it could be much better
If only it would try to take
Out Doc's word to the letter.
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'Sing A Song At
Psalm Of Algebra
NEIL BAXTER
(Western '36)
Algebra is my shepherd,
I shaU not want for work.
It maketh me sit up late at night and
study.
It leadeth me into distraction.
It restoreth my bitterness.
It leadth me into paths of woe for its
own sake.
Yea, tho I lie down for peaceful slumber,
I am constantly disturbed, for I dream
of Algebra.
Thou humiliatest me in the presence of
the whole class.
Thou causest me to burn midnight oil until my lamp is empty.
Surely "x's" and "y's" shall follow me
all the days of my life,
And I shall dwell in the quadriatic forever.

Parody on Hamlet' s Third
Soliloqy
(PIURI8H8)
(Western '36)
To drink,or not to drink? That is the
questionWhether 'tis nobler for a man t suffer
The pangs and horrors of outrageous
thirst·
Or boldlY' venture on a sea of liquor
And by drinking end it?-to drink-to
gulp-No more-and by a gulp, if we could end
The head-ache, and the thousand natural
hang-overs
That drinking's heir to-'twere a consummation
Devoutly to be wished-to drink-to gulp-To gulp? Perchance get drunk, aye, there's
the rub,
For in that gulp of drink ,what delirium
tremens may come
When we have guzzled off the other quart
Must give us pause.

End Of Th e City Slicker
LESTER E . HURT, B. U. '38
She was just a country maiden,
While he was a city slicker.
He thought he'd get her good and drunk,
So he filled her up on liquor.
And then he spied her daddy's jug,
Which did contain the old man's cider,
He thought he'd take a little snort,
-He did and got as drunk as Lydia.
"I took her for a boat ride,"
Bewails our boy friend Jim.
"I knew she'd never walk backBut, darn, how she could swim."
-James Howlll'd (Sheik) Lam, Western '37
Big Boy, they say you're plenty hotAt least that's your reputation.
But when you have a date with me
You'll need some insulation.
-James Howard (Sheik) LIllD, Western '37

OUf

Instead of "Sing a Song of Sixpe nce."

Lines To a Country Girl
(T D . H .)

LESTER E. H UR T, B. U. '38
Of country maid so fair to see,
011. rural lass, how sweet you be.
Innocent girl so pure and clean,
The sweetest thing I've ever seen.
That rustic beauty, winsome too,
Those trusting eyes so clear and blue ;
With gingham o'er a form so fair
One does not notice clothing there.
Those lips so full and 'Clean and sweet
That curling hair so brown and neat;
The sweet pink blush of girlhood fine011. rustic lass that thou were mine!
LaterCould I have seen behind those eyes
I would have had a great surprise.
Could I have known the thoughts she
thought
I could have stopped the thing she
wrought.
The good judge said, "Cough up the
dough
To heal this lass's heart you know."
So you have surely broken me,
011. country maid so fair to see!

Before and After Taking
NEIL BAXTER
(Western '36)
TO MY DREAM GIRL
o Girl with eyes ·of lustrous brown
With locks of burnished gold,
My poor heart beats all upside down
When you I do behold.
That sweet contentment on your face,
Your smile and gladsome word,
Are not enhanced by silk and lace
But made to be adored.
In being near you just a while
There is a world of bliss.
It seems your lips I might defile
Should I expect a kiss.
Thou'rt sent I know from Heaven above
To be my little turtle dove.
(And then they were married)
T O MY WIFE

o Dame with eyes of glit'ring brown
And stringy, red-brown hair
My spirits are always down.
You fill my life with care.
That sullen look upon your face,
Your frown and angry word,
Grow worse and worse in silk and lace.
You really have me floored.
lance adored you for a while
Just why, I'd like to know.
I'd travel many times a mile
Could I escape this woe.
Thou'rt sent I know from down below,
And Satan was glad to let you go.

Expense
Keep Thy Heart
K EEP THY HEART
(Rusty Rhythm or B2J10S19) Western '39
At first you're very dea,r to him,
He's happy when you're near to him,
He's alway watching everywh ere
To see if you are there
And if you're with another guy
He follows you with jealous eye.
He wants to be with you alone;
He calls you often on the phone;
He raves about how sweet you are;
He sadly worships from afar;
And, 011. he bubbles to the brim
Until you fall in love with him.
Then, presto! 0 say can you seeThe change that comes invariably.
He loves you (Yet, be still my pride)
You're just a shadow at his side.
He stares ahead no longer for
The sight of you rut every door,
And as your faults he learns to know
He's sometimes glad to see you go.
He thinks he has you in his palm;
011., let me close while I am calmWith words of wisdom-"Keep thy heart
Lest-cruelly-it be torn apart."

The Modern Young Lochinvar
NEIL BAXTER
(Western '36)
The modern young Lochinvar
Comes down Main Street
In a spiffy little roadster
To see his lady sweet.
He takes her out driving
To catch a little air.
They go speeding down the road
Without a thought or care.
Says he, "Suppose we marry."
She says, "1 don't object."
They drove into the next town,
And there are spliced COlTect.
When the old man heard the news,
He stepped upon the gas.
But the couple had too good a start,
And told him to go to grass.
Now you know the comparison
As this story you are told.
In actual moment 'tis the same
Now, as in days of old.
Boyibus kissibus sweet girlorum,
Girlorum likibus want somorum.
Fatheribus helllibus big kissorum,
Kickibus boyibus outa the doorum.
-James Howard (Sheik) Lam, Western '37

Co-ed: "Yo~ simply have to
hand it to Alfred."
Ditto: "Why?"
Co-ed: "Oh, he's so shy and
backward. "
" Oh, well," sighed the stylish
gal, as she heard a loud snap in
the vicinity of her new reducing
girdle. "They said it would reduce the hips, or bust."

l
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TRUTH FOR RUTH

I

II

"Give me," the pretty girl in
the gray tweed suit ordered, "a
head lettuce bean wich with baked
sands."
The waiter stared. The other
girl at the table choked. The one
in the gray tweed was staring
with smoky eyes at a couple that
dad just entered.
"Ruth," the second girl admonished, "come back to earth.
The young lady," she added turning to the waiter, "wants a head
lettuce sandwich with baked
beans. And, my dear, even if
Gresham Houghland is over there
with another woman, you must
not lapse into spoonerisms."
"Oh, Ernestine, did I?" she
wail ed. "It's my besetting sin.
W h en ever I get the least bit excited my words hop around into
the wrong order.'
T hen, seeing the significant
glance fr om her friend at the
wor ds "get excited" she flushed
rosily again. But she could not
keep her eyes from the couple
down the aisle and the man suddenly spied h er. W ith an exclamation he sprang to his feet and
came toward her.
"Miss Parker," he exclaimed.
"What grand luck. Would you
come over to be introduced to my
mother? I've hoped you two
might meet."
A moment later, looking down
into the pleasant patrician face
of the o lder woman, Ruth felt
her hear t jump. If he wanted her
to meet his mother, it must mean
something.
Her dream had built a little
brick cottage and installed the
elderly woman in a chair in a
sunny living room and all but
tucked a grandchild on a stool
at her feet when she finally
smiled back into Ernestine's
knowing eyes and rose to go. The
other couple had left first-the
man was just helping his mother
into a taxi.
He spoke to the taxi driver.
And all the color left Ruth's face
at t h e overheard words. Her eyes
widened to everybody's astonishment, she stepped forward.
"J-just a moment," she said.
"I-I'd love to have you come to

_1 Shod, Short Story, Complete
on This Page.
L12L12S19
eWe tel'll '36)
see m e, Mrs. Houghland. To stay
for awhile and visit m y mother
and me."
The woman's face was perplexed.
" That would be very nice,' she
said distantly. " Good afternoon. "
One day there was a telephone
call. But the voice that answered
was a strange ·one.
"Yes?" it said. "Mr. Houghland? Why thank you, I'm sorry
but I have an engagement. Yes,
every evening next week. "
But on one of those evenings
the engagement seemed to be
with the apple tree in the garden. She was perched on one of
the lower limbs swinging her feet
idly. And she slid down in vast
confusion when the gate clicked.
"Mr. Houghland-"
"In person," he answered, unsmiling. "Miss Parker, I had to
see you. I just located your house
this evening-I had been looking
for you on every street in town ;
I didn't know you lived in a suburb, I know you don't want to
see me but I talked to your friend
and she says she's sure there's
some misunderstanding."
"But why did you wait so long
before calling?"
The man flushed. "It's an asinine thing to say-but I was a
little surprised at your being so
enthusiastic over my mother-on
such short acquaintance."
Ruth nodded. "You thought I
was chasing you? And when you
found I didn't want to see you,
you thought it was a better game
than you'd suppose ? Well- " She
whirled to look directly at him.
"Well, I didn't like what I heard
you say to the taxi driver. You
spend money very freely, Mr.
Houghland. You have the name
of being a very successful business man. So I was a little surprised to hear you tell the driver
to take your mother to the Old
Ladies' Home. That was why I

ask ed h er out- a foolish g esture,
but I made it."
Gresham Houghland stood still,
his face a blur of astonishment.
Then he suddenly gave a roar of
laughter. He seized Ruth by the
arm and led her to the street. He
pointed at a sign in the window
of the white house next door.
"What does that say?"
Ruth
stammered
a
little.
"Tombs for Ruruists-"
The arm went on around her.
" You little nut! Your friend
told m e about that way you have
of tangling up your sentences.
'Tombs for Rurists,' indeed! I
didn't know you could even hear
cockeyed. My mother has not
lived in the city for some years.
The taxi driver is an old employe
of ours. And what I said was this
- " He shook her a li ttle. "Now
listen carefully. 'Jones,' I said,
'take her to the lady's Old
Home'."
"Ruth," her roommate's voice
demanded a mom ent later, "what
is that man doing?"
Ruth's answer was prompt.
"Missing Key," she said, dimpling.

College Campusology
(BOBBY JUNE SMITH, Western '39)

Our dear professors may expound
Unt il our brains go 'round and 'roundUpon the dire iniquity
Of college campusology.
Yet we are taught in English, day by daySome lively sounding word to say.
And often in our histories
We're made to read biographies
Of famous men-discovering these
Were not immune to heart disease.
And in our art, we're taught to love
The works of nature, skies aboveAnd patterns on the earth below ;
I t all contributes, don'cha know.
And even in our chemistry
And-too-bacteriologyWe find all things, however slight,
Inanimate or not, unite.
And in the 'rithmetic we do
We find that one and one makes two.
We learn in sociology
That three's a crowd, two's companySo thanks to our professors, we
Are learning COLLEGE CAMPUSOLOGY.

Sign on Stude's Door: "If I am
studying when you enter, wake
me up."- Kitty Kat.
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They'd Met Before

c. B.
RAGLAND
Wholesale
Grocers
•••

Continued from Page Four)

she could hear the voices of bellhops.
"Hey, Joe, come on. Gimme a
chance. I'd like to get that dollar
back."
"I can't-not now. I gotta get
ice water for that country jane?"
"What country jane?"
"The one in three-thirty-two."
Marie turned to face the mirror, a three panel glass, and she
could see herself from top, to bottom- all
over- sideways
and
frontwards. For the first time she
realized that her outfit was just
a little tawdry. She touched her
cheek. Her complexion was not
as smooth as it might have been.
She must be more careful. Her
hands were rough, and her nails
were not well polished.
"H'm," she said musingly,
"What do you know about that?"
She was still standing there,
thinking, when the bell-hop arrived with the ice water.

"Robbery By Proxy"
(Continued from Page Six)

Colonial
Foods
•••
941 Adams St.

Phone 94

him a lot, because he would be .
past helping. So he reluctantly
wrote and signed a confession.
Next day at noon there was a
happy reunion at the home of
Hymie York. Johnny was out of
jail. Old Hymie was looking at
the newspaper account of the
confession of Elliot. He and
Johnson had left town the . night
before and were still at large at
press time. The paper extolled
Hymie, both as a private citizen
and as a candidate. It mentioned
th e well-known honesty of the
whole York family.
Hymie was well pleased with
himself and the world in general.
Johnny, though didn 't seem so
well pleased. His grin was slightly forced.
"Well, Johnny, we are well out
of that mess. I knew you
wouldn't stoop to stealing. The
Yorks just don't do things like
that," said Hymie with an expansive smile.
This made Johnny more nervous than ever. He squirmed and
fidigited around and kept looking out the window. It was with

Every Student Will
Enjoy Our

Delicious
Food
. And that isn't half
of it . . . many of them
do! Smart students who
demand good food at a
saving . .. EAT HERE.
~-------------------~,

Club Breakfast ____ lSc
Plate LUllch __ _____ 20c

$5 --- T7~:!T --- $4
\.

"Where Friends Meet Friends
ilnd Delicious Food Rei g n s
Supreme"

Manhattan
Cafe
Open Day and Night

real relief he heard the call to
come to lunch. As he followed
Hymie inside he muttered to himself, "Golly! As long as I live
I'll never try to rob another
bank. "

Freshmen Daze
(Continued from Page Five)

was left and so managed to get
another bawling out. If every day
at college is like this one its
gonna kill me. I guess I'll be
pretty popular around here for
several are already calling me
High Ball. I'll have to start going to chapel tomorrow 'cause I
bought my chapel ticket tonight.

MARCH, 1936

11

BUSINESS UNIVERSITY BEA,UTIES

During the rEcent war manoeuvers on the campus, a regular
army officer went up to one of
the R.O.T.C. cadets, who was on
guard at a strategic position, and
began quizzing him.
"What would you do if a battleship came cruising across Mirror Lake?"
"I'd sink it with a submarine,
sir."
"Where would you g Et a submarine?"
"The same damned place you
got the battleship, sir."
Score one for the R.O.T.C.Sundial.

"Did you give your daughter
that copy of 'What Every Girl
Should Know' ?"
"Yes," replied mother, despondently, "and she's writing a
letter to the author, suggesting
a couple dozen corrections and
the addition of two new chapters."-The Pitt Panther.

Clean Those Easter
Things No~!
Phone 197

WATCHMAKER
"Courtesy and Service"
321 Main

"I hate to see girls under age
become gold-diggers."
"Well, that's their privilegethey are minors. "-Western Reserve Red Cat,

Let Us

"Ask Our Customers"

Joe H.'Rust

The Chicago columnist defines
a nudist: One who goes coatless
and vestless, and wears trousers
to match.-Temple Owl.

Prompt Service

•
•
•
•

XO ~)(lor,
No Shrinking'
No :Fading
Perfect Work

cCONOMV
c. Cfwu.rs..,..L Thtus I
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PARK CITY BARBER SHOP
HtJI and State Streets

J. ROSS 'l'HOllIA.S

WHERE STUDENTS MEET

It seems that one of the
fresher Freshmen was sorely in
need of a date to som ething or
other, so what does he do but
call up the wench with whom h e
is more than friends. With a determined throb in his voice he
wraps a hand around the nearest
'phone and ensues himself in
conversation:
"Hello, Mary Jane, watch a doing Saturday n ight?"
"I gotta date."
"Anna Saturday after that?"
" I gotta date."
"Anna nex' Saturday?"
"Gotta date."
"Good gawd, woman, doncha
ever take a bath ?"-Humbug.

Him: "And why do you call
me Pilgrim?"
Her: "Well, every time you
call you make a little progress."
A champion athlete in bed with
a cold was told that h e had a
temperature.
"How high is it, Doc?" he
queried.
"A hundred and one."
"What's the world's record ?"Drexerd.
"Everything I am I owe to
honest advertising," says Sally
Rand . Yeah, and display advertising at that.
" p-ss-daisy," said the old lady
on seeing a little girl fall down.
"Up-ss-daisy, hell," said the
little one, "I'm hurt."-Old Line.
Then there was the mechanical
engineer who wanted to take his
nose apart to see what made it
run.-A wgwan.
"What becomes of your lap
when you stand up?"
"It retires to the rear and pops
up under an assumed name."
He: "Darling you are everything to me."
She: "Um-m-m-m
. hold
everything. "

She was peeved and called him
"Mr."

Not because h e went and kr. ,
But because just .before,
As she opened the door,
This same Mr. kr. sr.-Dodo.
If you love me,

Like I love you,
Then SHAME on us.-Sagahen.

Lives there a man with soul
so dead
Who never to himself has said :
"Well, this one is different?"Punch Bowl.
Considering where most of
them end nowadays "courtship"
is the right word for it.-Punch
Bowl.

Phone 705
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You

Want a

BYRON SHAW

Well Dressed

CHARLEY
WHITE
Rep.

Easter at a llIinimum Cost!
Have those last year's things renewed for spring by the . . .

VOGUE CLEANERS
For a Perfect Easter Have Us

CLEAN CLOTHES
Your

You, too, will say you have never
seen such lovely cleaning and
finishing work as that offered
here. Your garments will be return ed properly sized, minor repairs made, absolute ly odorless,
and hand finished.
Men's Hats, Ladies' Hats, Curtains, Drapes, Gloves, Men's ties,
Rugs-everything is safely and
scientifically renewed in a manner gUaranteed to please-and at
moderate cost!
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Phone 520

•

1
r

,. •

. . they're

nlild

and yet

7krS'~h

r
J.

~

,. .

©

1936, LIGG ETI' & MYERS TOBACCO CO.

